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Stay 


Author's Notes: 
Sad, angsty little piece | thought up :) 


It hurt. It hurt like hell, but it was the decision he'd made. Bruce needed time away, he simply wasn't invested 
in the Maiden machinery anymore. He needed to get his hands untied, he needed artistic freedom. He needed to 
break the chains that held him down He needed to put the pen to the paper and write down his own emotions, 
his own point of view. In fact, there were a lot of things he needed. He'd played it all up until it became huge, 
and the only thing that mattered. He'd played it up until he lost interest in what had once been in his whole 
world. He'd played it up until nothing around him held any importance. 


But now, looking back he made his way out of the stadium, carrying several duffle bags filled with the 
belongings that wouldn't be driven right to his front door. As a clean cut he'd severed all ties at once, through 
his last performance with the band, but he was having possible second thoughts. What if it hadn't been the 
right decision? He knew he could make it on his own if he tried, he had plenty ambition and talent to go around. 
He had fame, and he had money. He had a name, and hopefully still a few fans. But was it worth what he had 
lost? Was it worth the cost of his friendships within the band? Jan had been crying unconsolable when he 


announced he wasn't going to stick around after the end of this tour. Was it worth betraying the one he 


loved? The way Steve's eyebrows had furrowed, and his nose had wrinkled were indicators saying otherwise. 


With a sigh, he sunk down into the back seat of the cab he'd hired, shutting his eyes to rest, but unable to 
block the memory playing out before his inner vision out. He couldn't forget Steve. The sorrow in those dark 
chocolate orbs still burned holes through his soul, as the memory of them stared right back at him from 
across the hall. They would forever haunt him, he was already sure of it. Even as he moved on to new 
territory, even as they both took their lives wherever they were meant to be going. Those pained eyes would 
come back to stare at him, even in his sweetest dreams. Pleading in a way he had never before experienced, at 
least not from Steve. Begging him weakly to rethink his decision Begging silently for him to change his mind, 


with just one single look. 


A pang of guilt stabbed him in the heart area. He had never before seen such raw sadness in those eyes. He'd 
seen spite and rage, anger bordering on madness, so close to crossing the fine line during heated arguments. 
He'd experienced passion, raw and primal and naked, the lust seeping into every pore with just one glance full of 
need. He'd witnessed happiness, with the corners of said dark orbs crinkling cheerfully, the light shining from 
within the iris and radiating across the room, brightening it. But never had he seen such pure sorrow, never 


such crippling, desperate sadness. 


As the taxi rolled on, the sound of the engine buzzing and lulling him, and as Bruce dozed off to an uneasy 
dreamstate of half sleep, the same eyes were etched into his mind. Their silent plea echoing through his head 
even as he slept, now accompanied by words spoken in a broken whisper. An almost ghostly, telepathic 
connection. And when he woke up half an hour later, drenched in sweat and with his hand trembling 
uncontrollably, Bruce felt his eyes prickle with tears. Only his own stubborness made him strong enough to 
ignore the imagined voices echoing through his head, strong enough not to ask the driver to turn the car 
around and go back to the venue. With his subconscious conjuring up words that had never been spoken aloud, 


words that he had longed to hear voiced for a decade, he stared out the window at the buildings passing by. 


‘Please, stay. | love you, they wept. 


Why? 


Author's Notes: 
Wrote a sequel to this one cause it felt like it was fitting, and | really wanted to add Steve's point of view to 
the little short story, enjoy >) 


Steve wasn't going to let it get to him. He had seen it coming for a long time, it had been just around the bend 
but he'd been purposely closing his eyes to it. Shutting the issue that he should have been addressing right 
out. He had seen that Bruce wasn't happy, that things weren't flowing as seamlessly as they had in the past. 
Sure, they had always been stubborn and clashed on various occasions, but this was different. Constant 
arguing, and an urge to actually get physical, to punch the singer until he bled were new aspects to their 
relationship. This wasn't normal, not even for them. And yet, Steve had refused to acknowledge it, had pressed 
on to get his will through. 


Shutting the door to the hotel suite that he would be spending the night at before he went back home, to an 
empty house with no wife or kids to greet him, he tried his hardest not to think of the look in Bruce's eyes. 
The one he had caught just before the singer left, turning his back on both him and Maiden. He had tried to 
hold his mask, to keep the facade up and seem impenetrable, unreachable. It was his protection mechanism, he 
didn't wear his heart on his sleeve the way Bruce did. But at that moment, watching the small singer throw 
him one last pleading glance, carrying several heavy dufflebags containing his belongings, it had been near 
impossible not to let his emotions bleed through. He had never seen Bruce so honest, so simply miserable. He 


looked like he was about to give up, as if he might already have. 


Wrapping his arms around himself, the bassist felt the chill running through his body. It stabbed him right in 
the heart, through the core. So this was loneliness, he mused. This was solitude, this was what his life was 
going to be. Bruce had been willing to offer him that one last glance, one last chance for him to admit his fault 
and apologize for his unjust treatment of him. Weren't they supposed to be lovers? Or something similar at 
the very least? The ache in his soul told him yes, and yet he'd been too proud to take the first step. What 
kind of man was he? Was he really that cruel? The dark of the room seemed to intensify, to envelop him, to 


squeeze him in its vice, and suddenly Steve realized his eyes were watering. 


It had begun so many years ago, whatever it was they shared. At the beginning just to get off, because of 
the mutual, fury fuelled attraction between them. It had quickly become different however, turned into 
something sweet and tender. Something they both depended on, a bond no one else truly understood. It had felt 
as if it were them against th world, and as long as Steve had Bruce, he didn't have a thing to fear. He wasn't 
so afraid to let his guard down, wasn't so afraid to be honest about himself. Even if he never dared to step 
over the last threshold, cross the point of no return. He knew Bruce knew how he felt, even if he himself 
never could bring himself to admit it to himself outright. Why hadn't he? Why had he been so afraid of what 
was in his heart? Bruce's huge, glossy eyes had begged him, yet why could he not? Why was he so cold? 


Steve bit his bottom lip, just as much of a fighter as he had always been. Even now, he wouldn't let any 
feelings take the upper hand. He wouldn't allow himself do admit he missed the feel of Bruce's soft plump lips 
to his, of his silky soft strands of hair running through his fingers. He wouldn't admit he missed the sound of 
the singer's clear loud laughter, missed his scent of musk and too much cologne. Wouldn't admit that deep 
down in his heart, he knew that this was what love felt like, and he had never once clarified it to the other 
man. Never once said those words out loud. It was too much to handle, even for him. With a whimper, Steve 
covered his mouth to muffle the sobs that were finally fleeing his throat after having been caged for so long. 
He squeezed his eyes shut, allowing the tears to roll down his cheeks, now that the lid was finally opened. 


‘| know you love me, why can't you say it? Bruce's amber eyes had said. 


